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Make me stay 


Author's Notes: 
| can't get onto the forums, so if anyone wants To give me new ideas, let me know. Please review this story, 


otherwise | won't put up anymore. Also why the hell do | have to log in 5 times to post a story? 


Steven Adler stood fidgeting outside his singers’ hotel door. He raised his fist and forced himself to knock. 


After several agonizing minutes the door opened. 
"What?" 

Steven swallowed, forcing his way past a towel-clad Axl 
"| want to quit the band" 

Axl closed the door, turning the blonde to him 


"You don't really want me here. So, I'm quitting." 


"Steven, you're the drummer. I-we need you to stay’ 
"Convince me" 

Axls' eyes darkened, and he crossed his arms over his chest 

"What do you want?" 

"Come to my room’ 

"And do what?" 

"Anything | say’ 

He raised his hand to Axls' cheek, pushing a strand of red hair behind his ear. 
"You want me to fuck you" 

Steven stared at him. 

"How did you~" 

"You're always staring me, and touching me" 


"Yeah, that's what | want." 


Axl sighed, and reached for his leather vest, sliding it off his tanned shoulders. 

"No. | want it to feel real. With kisses and everything." 

Axl glared at him for a long moment before he bent his head down, pressing his small lips to Stevens‘. When 
he broke the innocent kiss Steven pulled his head down again, sliding his tongue over Axls'. The redhead pulled 
at his jeans, tilting his head up to explore more of Stevens‘ mouth. The drummer stepped out of his clothes, 
pushing his erection against the terry fabric of Axls' towel. 


"Me on my knees, or you on your back?" 


Axls' business-like tone broke the spell and Steven was tempted to say both but refrained knowing Axl could 
only be pushed so far. 


"My back." 


“Alright. Go lie down" 

Steven bowed his head turning quickly away. 

"You want another kiss?" 

Steven turned and threw himself into his open arms, nearly drawing blood with his harsh kisses. Eventually 

Axls' hands on the small of his back and cradling his head calmed him, and he was able to let Axl soften the 
kiss. They parted and Steven walked quickly towards the bed. When Axl joined him he rested his hand on his 

bare stomach. 

"| don't have anything to ease my way." 


"| don't care. | want you." 


Axl nodded, giving his chest a wet kiss. He undid his towel, throwing on the floor. Steven reached for his 
weeping cock, but Axl grabbed his wrist. 


"ll cum if you touch me." 

"You don't have to lie.” 

Axl lifted his chin with his finger, kissing the side of his mouth. 

"I'm not. Put your legs around me." 

Steven did so, hooking his ankles together. Axl bit his lip, sliding his cock slowly into Steven The blonde gasped. 
"Shh." 

He sucked on his throat, thrusting slowly into his tight heat. 

"Harder." 


Axl clenched his teeth at his demanding tone, and pushed his hips hard into him. Steven screamed, digging his 


nails into his shoulder. 
"Jesus, Im sorry baby boy." 


He kissed him again, sifting his fingers through his soft hair, then moved one of Stevens’ calloused hands to his 


Oss. 


"You're so tight, | shouldn't have hurt you like that." 


Steven didn't answer, lifting his hips to take the singer deeper into his body. As his hands roamed over his 


perfect skin he watched gray eyes warm to clear blue and he spoke despite his fear of rejection. 
I've wanted you for so long-" 


Axl cut him off with a kiss, his body trembling as he came, laying his head down on his shoulder as Stevens’ 
cum bathed his stomach. Steven stroked his hair, clinging desperately to him. Axl lifted his face to look at him. 


"Did | hurt you?" 

"No, it was perfect, better than | imagined.” 
He blushed and Axl smiled. 

"Me too." 

"Please Axl, I'll stay just don't pretend OK?" 
Axl sat up bringing Steven to his chest. 
"Im not pretending.” 

Steven was silent a moment. 

"I'm always going to want this with you." 
Axl's sharp intake of breath startled him. 
"You didn't know that?" 


Axl shook his head tracing the smooth skin right under his eyes. He never blinked trusting him completely. Axl 


smiled, a true genuine smile, making his cheek dimple. 
"Then | guess I'll just have to give it to you. After all | want my drummer to be happy.” 
Steven wrapped his arms around him, squeezing hard. 


"Thank you." 


